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suit such as the French stage would give an Englishman, slipperless feet
and a prophetic Moses-from-the-Mount display of spreading beard.
Prophesying he obviously was, or had been, developing his latest deca-
logue, half-profound, half-cynical, for circumventing the shoals of paint-
ing; but his host had foundered under instruction and was bowed over a
tom-cat in his lap, which for once had not ousted the guest from his pres-
criptive seat. Clinically sharp, the conjunction, and along with its hu-
manity and fun the room had yielded a little masterpiece of colour, Chi-
nese in its discrimination of yellow and muted rose among the greys.
Steer, in any case, was frankly puzzled by Sickert's taste for the ugly-
beautiful, sworn as he was himself to a gracious world like Watteau's,
Once, Philip Connard recalls, Sickert, as they passed a rag-and-bone shop
together, said, 'That's how I should like my pictures to look.' 'They do',
said Steer*,
The Housekeeper
MY SERVANT
Great-hearted, how begrudged by you she'd plod
Who slumbers now beneath a humble sod;
And yet we ought to take her a few flowers:
The dead, poor dead, have pangs as keen as ours,
And when October, stripper of old boughs,
Soughs lamentably round their marble house,
.  Sure, they must think us a most thankless crew,
To sleep snug under blankets, as we do,
While they, gnawed to the bone by dreamings drear,
Without a bed-mate or a gossip's cheer,
Skeletons old, wrought on by frost and worm,
Fed drip on them snows of the winter storm,
Time slip away, and friend nor kin restore
Rags of the wreaths hung on their iron door.
When, of an evening, the logs hiss and spit,
Calm in her chair were I to see her sit;
If, on a blue and cold night of December,
She showed, crouched in a corner of my chamber,
Grave-eyed, come from a deep-dug bed eternal,
To brood on her big child with eye maternal,
What could I answer to that pious soul
'While from her hollow lids the tear-drops stole ?
'LesHeursduMal/CXXIV
The devoted tyrant who filled so large and close a part in Steer's daily
life deserves her niche in the gallery that holds the 'gouvernantes* of many
famous Frenchmen, and of the Chelsea bachelors Moore and Tonks.